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aristocrats. "D'you know, it's you he needs, Mcvrouw,
more than me.*'
He was disconcerted when Julie answered, "Yes. I
know," and for his own consolation, more than for hers,
he patted her shoulder. She smiled and withdrew, entering
the bedroom.
"English," he said, knowingly, and the nurse, making
a funnel of her lips and cocking"her head, drew in breath
with a hiss that committed her to nothing.
When Rupert had gathered strength enough to leave his
bedroom and sit in the verandah, he remembered the Eng-
lishman. Now that the attack is over, Julie will brir.s him
here, he thought. First we shall talk of subjects that have
no nationality; that will be easy enough, unless he's a fool;
but when we begin to speak of the war or the destiny of
peoples—then we shall have our work cut out. Net to Keep
our tempers—we are not savages; but to speak our minds,
to break down polite barriers, to go, as German and Eng-
lishman, to the heart of our subject.
He wondered what Alison was like; Julie, whose letters
had a caricaturist's trick of suggesting a likeness in some
extravagant phrase, had never described him. He would
ask her when she came; meanwhile, Sophie or the Baroness
would tell him, and he opened his lips to ask. But, looking
at the two women, he hesitated; their silence was pleasanter
than their speech which, once begun, would not easily be
checked. They were seated in wicker chairs to his left and
right. The elder had a frame of drawn-thread work lying
on her knee, but her needle had long been inactive; she
was gazing at the verandah railings with the dulled unsee-
ing eye of a passenger in a waiting-room. The younger
had before her an open book of which she turned a page
now and then; once, Rupert thought, she turned two pages
without noticing it; she was not reading with continuing
interest—perhaps not reading at all.
Only when Julie was not with him did Sophie come;
only when Sophie came did the Baroness appear, inevitable
as a shadow. Now for the first time he perceived that there

